AD&LE STOOPS TO CQXQVER

I finished uncorking iny bottles, put them away in
the wardrobe, picked up a paper and let myself into
a chair. . . ,
Near half an hour went by. Then a well-known
tap on the door brought us both to our feet, and an
instant later I admitted my wife to the room.
" Tired, my darling ? "
Adfele sank into a chair.
" I must confess/' she said, " that I'm glad to sit
down. So, I should think, is Monsieur Bros. But
that's his fault. No, he's not a nice man at all. And
he wouldn't last long in New York. His misplaced
and unfounded self-confidence gives you an actual pain.
My hat and my smile went for nothing : he's not that
type. So far as he was concerned, I was the female of
man: and so, his inferior. And I'm not, really."
" Never again," said I, in a shaking voice.
" But that's a detail," said Adele, laying a hand on
my sleeve. " The point is, I've done the trick. It was
easy enough, but he took me the long way round.
D'you think I could get feat man to show me Number
Fifteen ? " She took off her hat and pitched it on to the
bed. " First of all he took me to see a flat. When we
got to the place, I protested,
" 'But I told you I wanted a house: and this is
a flat'.
" D'you know that man argued with me that it
wasn't a flat ? There was the porter, and in the hall
was a lift. And a plate outside, saying * Numbers
One to Six/ And when I refused to go in, he said it
was all he had. . . . Well, I had to climb down and
be civil and smile and go in. It was that or failure,
you see. He'd called my bluff.
** At last I got him away, and we went off to look at
8s